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he throw himself on the protection of the ambiguous
minister of the British Crown, and invoke his aid against
a conspiracy touching the rights, reason, and freedom of
one of Her Majesty's subjects ? He would probably find
that functionary inditing a private letter to the English
Secretary of State, giving the minister a graphic account
of the rare doings of yesterday, and assuring the minister,
from his own personal and ocular experience, that a
member of one of the highest orders of the British peerage
carried in the procession a lighted taper after two angels
with amaranthine flowers and golden wings.

Lothair remained in his apartments ; no one approached
him. It was the only day that the Mousignore had not
waited on him. Father Coleman was equally reserved.
Strange to say, not one of those agreeable and polite gentle-
men, fathers of the oratory, who talked about gems, torsos,
and excavations, and who always more or less attended his
levee, troubled him this mcrning. With that exquisite
tact which pervades the hierarchical circles of Rome,
everyone felt that Lothair, on the eve of that event of his
lifb which Providence had so long and so mysteriously
prepared, would wish to be undisturbed.

Restless, disquieted, revolving all the incidents of his
last year, trying, by terrible analysis, to ascertain how he
ever could have got into such a false position, and how
he could yet possibly extricate himself from it, not shrink,
ing in many things from self-blame, and yet not recog-
nising on his part such a degree of deviation from the
standard of right feeling, or even of common sense, as
would authorise such an overthrow as that awaiting him,
high rank and boundless wealth, a station of duty and
of honour, some gifts of nature, and golden youth, and a
disposition that at least aspired, in the employment of
these accidents of life and fortune, at something better
than selfish gratification, all smashed, the day drew on.